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While now we talk as once we talk'd

Of men and minds, the dust of change,
The days that grow to something strange,

In walking as of old we walk'd

Beside the river's wooded reach,

The fortress, and the mountain ridge,
The cataract flashing from the bridge,

The breaker breaking on the beach.

RISEST thou thus, dim dawn, again,
And howlest, issuing out of night.
With blasts that blow the poplar white,
And lash with storm the streaming pane ?
Day, when my crown'd estate begun
To pine in that reverse of doom,
Which sicken'd every living bloom,
And blurr'd the splendour of the sun;
Who usherest in the dolorous hour
With thy quick tears that make the rose
Pull sideways, and the daisy close
Her crimson fringes to the shower ;
Who might'st have heaved a windless flame
Up the deep East, or, whispering, play'd
A chequer-work of beam and shade
From hill to hill, yet look'd the same,
As wan, as chill, as wild as now;
Day, mark'd as with some hideous crime.
When the dark hand struck down thro' time,
And cancelled nature's best: but thou,
Lift as thou may'st thy burthen'd brows
Thra* clouds that drench the morning star,
And whirl the ungarner'd sheaf afar,
And sow the sky with flying boughs,